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"No, I can't. Keep your oars down a bit. No! Closer to the
water! Give a pull now as I tell you."
He took his seat again and tried to obey her.
"With your left, now!" she cried. "Your left! Your left! Don't
you know your left hand from your right?" She loved him for
being so clumsy. She loved him for not knowing his left hand
from his right. And yet these things irritated her so much that
she could have boxed his ears. She would have liked to hit him.
She would have liked to throw her arms round his neck and kiss
him, after she had hit him!
"Don't you think it was rather pathetic, the way he talked?
I didn't like him at first. I thought he was a bully. But I came
round to him in the end."
"You didn't like Cousin Percy much. I could see lhat\" said
Mary.
He was silent for a second, frowning. Then he struck the water
with the flat of one of his oars. "Only because she's in love with
Philip!" he cried. "That young Spear is what you English call
a decent chap and that girl is out for making him a cuckold."
"I think Percy is sweet," said Mary. "She can't help being at-
tractive to men. She's attractive to you, my dear, or you wouldn't
be so cross with her."
"She's a fatal girl," muttered John Crow.
"What did you call her?"
"Fatal. And that's what she is. She's the most dangerous type
of all. If she goes down to Glastonbury there'll be the devil
to pay. I could see Cousin Tilly had her eye on her . . . and
Aunt Elizabeth too."
"It's interesting you should concern yourself so much about
Dave," said Mary. "I expect he reminds you of that boy Barter,"
she added.
John gazed at her in astonishment.
"What a little witch you are! God! I must be careful what
thoughts cross my mind when I'm with you."
"Now I must tell him," Mary said to herself. "This is the mo-
ment to tell him." It was really beginning to amount to some-
thing grotesque, this inability of hers to explain that she knew